AMERICANS  ALL

his sick sister in St Louis after the War, stayed there
to manufacture sausages, and thinks America is the
best. He had red hair, eyeglasses, and tiny moustaches.
Presently there joined us John Gewinner, Treasurer of
German House, wholesale grocer, chairman of a lot of
state organizations and some national ones, beaming
and friendly, with a high, old-fashioned pompadour,
Bavarian, from Bayreuth. He and Seibel had fun trans-
lating for me the inscriptions round the wall: " Time is
Short: Don't Worry, Be Gay"; "Eat, Drink, and be
Merry, for To-morrow We Die "; " The Man who Loves
not Wine, Women, and Song Remains a Fool his Whole
Life Long/1

Several groups of hausfraus of South St Louis, rem-
nants of the once universal kaffee-klatsch neighbour-
hood clubs, had lunched, and were now over at the
card-tables playing euchre in German, and being gay in
a subdued way.  No gentlemen in the Ratskeller were
being gay at all. Indeed, they were being rather heavy.
Mr Seibel explained that they were gay in the evenings.
From this democratic replica of Old Heidelberg we
drove to a city within a city, the Anheuser-Busch
breweries, a vast, not ugly conglomeration of brick
buildings, an industrial principality, and were presently
ushered through high-tapestried halls, glowing with
objects of art, to meet Adolphus Busch III, hereditary
king of a business realm that paid eight million dollars
in ordinary taxes in one poor year. Adolphus III, tall,
in his early forties, with thick, smooth, jet-black hair,
silky, smooth, jet-black moustache, dark eyes, and a
handsome face, glowing with warm blood through its
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